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beautiful enough ; but they are always
tapestries for corridors that lead to lovers'
meetings or for the walls of marriage
chambers. He was not passionate, for the
passionate feed their flame in wanderings
and absences, when the whole being of the
beloved, every little charm of body and of
soul, is always present to the mind, filling
it with heroical subtleties of desire. He is
a poet of the delighted senses, and his song
becomes most beautiful when he writes
of those islands of Phaedria and Acrasia,
which angered u that rugged forehead,55 as
it seems, but gave to Keats his Belle Dame
sans Merci and his " perilous seas in faery
lands forlorn," and to William Morris his
" waters of the wondrous Isle."
v
The dramatists lived in a disorderly
world, reproached by many, persecuted
even, but following their imagination wher-
ever it led. them. Their imagination,
driven hither and thither by beauty and
sympathy, put on something of the nature
of eternity. Their subject was always the
soul, the whimsical, self-awakening, self-